24              THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

and they were, especially interested in me,
as many of them had never seen an English
lady before. Seven days in the hills, and
the eighth brought us at last to the top-
most ridge of the last range, and then I
had my first glimpse of the valley of Manipur
lying beneath us, looking delightfully calm
and peaceful in the afternoon sunshine. It
looked so beautiful to us after the hills of the
previous seven days, stretching away smooth
and even as far as the eye could see, and
we stopped on the top of the hill some time
for the pleasure of looking at it. We could
distinguish far away in the plain the white
walls of the Maharajah's palace, and the
golden-roofed temple of his favourite god.
Just below us stretched the blue waters of
the Logtak Lake, studded with islands, each
one a small mountain in itself. Villages
buried in their own groves of bamboo and
plantain-trees dotted the plain, and between
each village there were tracts of rice-fields
and other cultivation. The whole valley